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TENEMENT TRAGEDIES

STRA;i: AM) SAD PHASES Ol LIFE
m:e o i:ast side.

InlrrntlnR fUers nt Ion ml Kiper-- J

nice of a Itolief Worker in
cw VdrL'i Si ii iu.

r.ev. David M. Stele, in the Independent.
By a tenement Is meant "a composite

city dwelling: house occupied by anywhere
from ten to thirty families living inde-

pendently, but all under one roof, each
family catkins, eating, sleeping and living
In one or, at the most, a pair of rooms."
13 y a tragedy is meant "a. composition
where the theme Is tender, solemn or pa-

thetic and involves the fatal issue of a
hopeless strudle." Tor live years past I
happen to have lived in live different quar-

ters of the tenement-hous- e district of New
York city and to have been engaged In
five different forms of relief work aaiong
Its habitues. Acting as I have during that
time as an agent of the Charity Organiza-
tion Society, as superintendent of a mis-

sion Sunday school, as preacher iii an East
Side mission, as resident in a settlement
house and as one of the clergy at present
In a great parish house, I have-- witnessed
xny share of typical tenement tragedies.

In these days of descriptive realism and
illustrated narrative it is a popular pro-

ceeding to portray such scenes of discom-
fort. No one has any right, however, to
rehearse mere painful incidents and to
portray such scenes of suffering unless at
the same time he has a motive. In this
ca.se, then, there Is a motive; it Is this:
To illustrate the principle that human na-

ture, afttr all. Is all alike, and to prove

the thesis of that crud3 sage, David
Harum, that "there's as much human na-

ture in some people as there is in others
if not a little more."

It is an old. old Baying that "one-ha- lf

the world does not know how the other
half lives." It would be a statement even
more true and very much more pertinent
to bay one-ha- lf the residents of New York
do not know how the other half live. How
many readers of the Independent, for in-

stance, know anything about that life
whore the normal habitutlon is the "double
decker," two houses deep, four families to
a floor, five flours high and often, by the
aid of a h1h stoop and basement for shops,
Fix or even seven; where from, twenty to
thirty families enter by ono doorway from
the street and where sixty odd children
tight, scratch and scramble up and down
a single Ftairway? Yet in just such houses
there reside more than enough people to
form the population of the second largest
city in the State.

Regarding the mode of life here, how
many know that the parks are called
"lungs," because they are the only places
where people can breathe; that in hot
weather thousands sleep habitually on fire
scapes, because their rooms are unin-

habitable; that last summer, night after
night, multitudes of persona thronged the
streets and fought In mobs for the mere
privilege of having streams of water played
on them by member of the tire depart-
ment? Or the queer places in which peo-
ple live; how many know that seme of the
great oflice buildings have under them
apartments for fifty families, and that in
these families children are sometimes born
blind because their mothers for whole
vesrs never see daylight; or that on the
foofs of the same there are families of
"janitors" whose six-year-o- ld children
have never stepped upon the ground? Or
the imported elements of foreign life; how
many ever visited one of the twenty thea-
ters where plnys are rendered in many
languages, or any of the thirty restaurants,
where one may have a imal prepared ac-
cording to the culinary art of any of as
many nations? Or the epier, weird insti-
tutions; how many have ever heard of Kin
Tube Wis sIi..ns. gray ami tan dives or

Pidgins; houses? Or. still gain, the
Strang- - foreign .societies; how many people,
know that there is in New York a branch
of the Sicilian ,M tha. a chapter of real
lPirmcse thugs, an order of the Neapoli-
tan Camorra and a monastery of bare-
footed Capuchin friars?

KEAE PROVINCIALISM.
In all the world there Is no otjier such

real provincialism as in these very sec-

tions of this very city. Every one has met
the rustic swain who "never was away
from home," has talked with farmers who
have "never rid on steam ka-yars- ," has
heard of residents on Long island who
"never saw salt water," etc. But how
many know without being told that in each
section of the East Side there are people
who have never in their lives been out of
that one section?

One day one summer while a resident
in one of the settlements I conducted a
party ef mothers and their children on
an "outing" to Montelair, N. J. During the
day I noticed that one woman of the party
acte-- ' strangely. When we crossed to Ho-
bo she sat Inside the ferryboat, dazed
and bewildered; on the train she gathered
her three children close about her lest they
might fall off; and. in the grove, during
the day, she came to me in terror half a
dozen times and asked me to llnd her lost
(!) boy. The boy would turn u; each time
not a hundred feet away, playing harm-lessl- y

behind a tree, but for the moment
out of sight. At last, in answer to inqui-
ries, she explained that she had never been
"took to the country before" and that ev-
erything was strange to her. Her life story
was this:

She had been an only child, and nil her
years of childhood had been spent indoors
In keeping hous and waiting on an invalid
mother. When she was eighteen her
mother had died and one month later she
herself was married to a man. who. in his
turn, had made a slave of hor. The fol-
lowing twelve years she had been kept at
home, cooking for him and slaving for her
own three children. She told mo she had
"never seen the sky where It was round,"
had "never heard a live bird sing" and
had "never seen green grass grow where
you dared tramp on it." She had scarcely
been out of her own street Forty-sevent- h

had never been as far north as Hailem.
once only as far south as Fourteenth
street and only once as far west as Cen-
tral Park. Twice in her life she had been
on street cars, once only on a ferryboat
and never on a railroad train. When I ex-
pressed surprise she was still more sur-
prised nt me than I at her and said, "Why
that ain't anything. Lots of 'em ha'lnt,
neither."

There have always been persons who,
for reasons all their own, have chosen to
live the life of a hermit; the only trouble
was to find a place. It so happens that
Just nt about the same rate that mountain
fastnesses and elesert solitudes have be-
come populated and such life in such dis-
tricts thus rendered impossible, this grow-
ing city has developed into what has bet n
well called "the mighty solitude of New-York.- "

At present there are many spots
within its limits Ideal ones for the seclu-
sion of recluses. The reason is that people
here pay small heed to each ether and do
not ask questions of their neichbors. l?i
the very heart of the Hast Side I have
known at least two such cases of such
hermit life. One was a woman and the
other was a man.
' One morning just as day was dawning
I was called in to attend the deathbed of
a woman in a single furnished room on
East th street. For many years this
queer litt!" old woman had been a familiar
Pgure in th" neighborhood and was known
to be a strange recluse and miser. Her
co"t ilr t gown had been a calico and her
Ii:;al appirel on the street was a dress of
this material, with a shabby hat and a
very much frayd shawl. Every policeman
1'new and spoke kindly to her as she made
hv--r way among th? stores and shops, but
not erne of th. m sm-pectc- d that he had
h-e- n a merr.fct r of one of the patrician fam-
ilies of the city or that she was worth a
hundr ! tho?iand dollars.

she SH'C JUT OBSCURITY.
Who was she? Her father fifty years

ago was a prominent barrister and her
grandfather the b-- st known legal writer
of that period. Their country resilience
was one of the most gorgeous ones on
Staten island, and her neighbors and play-
mates had been the Robinsons, the Stuy-V.sant- s.

th" Livingstons and Dwyers.
Herself one of th be!bj of the most fash- -

lor.ab!e .et. phe entered into all the gayeti i sof members of her class in old New orkf,( ic-t-

But how came fhe here? When fhewas twenty-on- e she mt her fate in theof a young 1'arMan noblemanOne m nth after they were engaged thisman was thip wrecked and hU body lost

at sea. The grief resulting threw her into
brain fever and this, in turn, deranged
her mind. Her mother took her on a trip
abroad, where they sp nt two years in the
show places of Europe. Then her mother
died and of a sudd, n and sad coincidence
her father, grandfather, two brothers and
a sister all died in one year. Broken in
spirit, di iptiitoi in reason and alone in all
the v.oilu. she disappeared from all her
friends and was lost to all the world until
her name was learned from papers found
in her lone turnished room the day after
she died. For eighteen years she had lived
there, h. r sohj companion even to the last
being a little p t dog, which on that morn-
ing sat by the bed and licked the cold hand
of Its mistress, growing numb under the
chill of death.

One other day I stopped to have my
shoes shiner in a little shop on Second
avenue, when the old cobbler In the place
astonished me by quoting from the creed
In Latin. When I showed surprise he du-
plicated this by other statement.? even less
in keeping with his habitat and occupation.
I discjv red that th' old man was con-
sumed with a doire for some little human
fellowship, although his sole purpose tor
twenty years had been to keep himself unto
himself alone. 1 made some overtures of
sympathy and he welcomed them to the
point of lending me back through his shop
into a little room, where he had lived alone
throughout those twenty years.

I found the room a sort of composite
kitche n, bedroom, library and museum nil
combined. Oa shelves about the wall,
carefully placed and scrupulously clean,
there were LV) volumes, many of them
masterpieces of the choicest literature in
four languages. On a desk were paper,
pons and pencils, and upon a table there
were open books of reference, which he-ha-d

used thej night before in studyiug and
writing. When 1 looked at these I found
they were a Latin dictionary, a Greek
lexicon, a He-bre- concordance, a volume
ef Rousseau's "Confessions" and a copy of
that work by a writer still unknown "Su-
pernatural Religion."

Rut how came he there? Twenty years
ago he completed a course of preparation
for the priesthood which had kept him
studying for fourteen years in three great
universities. By the time he was prepared
for ordination he was prepared, also, to
renounce the church of Rome. His class-
mates railed at him, his friends forsook
him and his patrons cursed him. In the
turmoil of his soul and in the anger of his
heart he renounced the religion of his
youth and never since has espoused any
other. lie learned a trade by which to
earn a living; then, worried by taunts of
early friends and jeers of former benefac-
tors, he moved to this spot that he might
find here license to live, in his own way,
the hermit life of a "stlckit minister.""

Again, thtre are in this quarter those
who plainly do not belong here, who uro
here not because they want to lead a her-mit- 's

life, but rather because this region,
being so far from that where they
do belong, furnishes what they most want

Isolation. Some of them, know why they
are here and some of them do not. Tho
first are adults usually women whose de-

votion to a husband hau been boundless;
the seond are children, who. though they
do not know it. bear about with them the
marks of wondrous lineage.

ANOTHER STRANGE WAIF.
One cold, wet, winter night, in passing

through a crowd of newsboys at the en-

trance to the Grand Central, I picked up
one whom I had often noticed, led him
with me to the house and there Installed
him in one of the boys' clubs. He was a
wiry, wily little chap, with quick legs,
nimble fingers, sharp eyes and a clear-c- ut

shining-feature- d face, which soon
made strangers visiting the club ask who
he was. He had not been among the hun-
dred other boys a week before he knew
them all and was in every game their
equal. Nor did they tease him as they did
each other: somehow it didn't pay. He
never fought or argued with them, for
somehow he never needed to. Yet in les3
than two weeks he was in every way their
leader.

Where had ho come from? Well, ten
years ago there was a young doctor in
Cincinnati who was looked upon and
talked about as the foremost young sur-
geon in the middle West. Jle was a hand-
some man of excellent family and had a
fair young wife and one child. He had,
also, unusual culture, a line education,
great skill as a surgeon and a rapidly
growing practice. All of a sudden and
without apparent reason he broke off from
this practice and came with his wife and
child to New York. Here he succeeded In
losing himself from his whole circle of
acquaintances and, as well, in keeping
them from knowing the real reason. That
reason was that when he died, five years
ago, it was the death of a confirmed
morphine fiend.

The faithful little woman was left home-
less, helpless, penniless. She was too proud
to go back home, the boy was still too young
to untierstand; so they are living in a little
flat on lower First avenue. There, in that
quarter far from home, that mother with
her pride, her memory, her heartache and
her boy, works for a living as a seamstress,
while the boy, with so much of his father
in him that a stranger will turn twice to
look at him, sells papers on the street and
docs not even know where that home is.

Ono day a letter came to me written on
the fine, engraved, stamped paper of the
Waldorf-Astori- a and signed with the name
of a woman whom I remembered as having
been for several years past an occasional
attendant at services in several churches.
I knew her merely for a handsome, well-dresse- d,

cultured woman a stranger. Sev-
eral times before I had received from va-
rious other hotels similar letters from her
bearing different dates. The contents of
this letter merely duplicated those of for-
mer ones in telling a story of linancial em-
barrassment and of pressing need for
money. The money was to relieve the
wants of herself and a sic husband.

On two other occasions I had sent her
small donations out of funds placed in my
hands, but when this third came I de-
cided to make a personal investigation
and this I'mc, if possible, to see the man
himself. I followed back her recorel
through the two years 1 had known of
her, and came at last on an address away
on lower Sixth avenue. When I reached
the place I found a little tumble-elow- n gro-
cery store, and over this a series of cheap
Hats extending up three, four, live flights
of stairs. In the top back garret apart-
ment of this rickety old building I found
the room in which this woman lived. She
was serving as a nurse beside a lowly bed,
on which there lay a ragged, haggard,
broken and decrepit man, her husband, in
the last stages ef delirium tremens.

Ha died next day and then I learned their
story. She was a daughter of cue of the
first families of Virginia and twelve years
ago hail married a dashing young othrr
of brilliant promise in a troop of cavalry
stationed at Washington. A ear later he
was censureel by his colonel for excess In
drink and some time afterward dismissed.
He came to Now York, concealed his iden-
tity, got work as a riding master In a
cheap "academy" and tried to begin life
again; while she, in spite of her lather's
threats, her mother's pleading and her sis-
ter's ridicule, camo with him. Finally he
took to drink again, then went from bad to
worse, until at last he came to this. Mean-
while she had so far kept up a fair appear-
ance by wearing her wedding dresses and
a beaming manner by acting well a part
that she had been able to approach one
by one the city's clergy with plausible
stories and thus to borrow mony with
which. In her faithful loyalty, she had been
abb to keep that poor wretch in food ami
medicine. Such such is "the strength of
affection that hopes and endures and is pa-
tient."

TRAGEDY OF SELFISHNESS.
I have In mind another tragedy wrought

out In this quarter of which I have known
all of the actors well and which serves to
give point to the strangely fierce and fas-

cinating story of Ilalzac. "Fere Gorict."
It shows that just as truly as "the great-
est thing in the world" is love, so, in all
the world, no love Is equal to a parent's
love.

Old Mr. has an only daughter. They
are of lowly rank, but he is honest and in-

dustrious. By trade lie is a "puddler" In a
foundry, and by working at this awfui
form of labor ho earns $1. a day. Twenty

.years aeo the wife and mother tiled, anil
ihe chili of five became the old man's p t.
Twelve yetars ago ho sold hi- - propcrtv.
which represented the accumulated sdt'-tlenl- al

and frugality ef a lifetime, andspent it ail in sending hrr abroad to study
music, from which she came back twoyears ago a famous singer and a matchUss
beauty. Proudly she refused to own her
fathe r. He has move d into the E.i Side
to be out er sight anil In order that, by liv-
ing e.n a pittance, he may have ?) v rv
week to give1 her to buy clothes. Every
week he sends her money In an envelope
soiled with the foundry's soot and fcweut.
ind every weak she spends it, tho.igh she
neither sce-- s ror writes to him. Hay afterlay he go.-.- s to work, and week a.ter week
l grows a little prouder and a little sad-d- -

r the rr.o-- t miserable, happiest, mot
broken-h- e urte d mau I e ver saw.

There is no city In the world In which
there are so many "foreigners" as in New
York; likewise there is no other class.. ofpersons In the i t - among wham there. are
"o many "stories." Among the hundtve
thousand of tlusu people who come here

every year there are several classes, and
members of each class come for a different
reasejn. Sme of these reasons are natural,
but some are very strange.

If the men are of the peasant class and
come In companies In charge of labor
agents and enter the employ of some one
of the city's construction companies this is
natural. If they come In families in shlp-le.a- ds

and join their friends in some one
of the city's microcosms, such as Little
Italy, Little Germany, the Ghetto or New
Erin and enter some one ef the many lines
of occupation specially allotted te them,
thi also is natural. But if a lone man. in
middle life, leaves all his friene's and makes
his way. unnoticed, to a foreign city, in a
foreign land, half a dozen thousand miles
from home this is unnatural. If he comes
without money, introduction, occupation
or acquaintance, there is a "story." If, in
addition, he has known better things to the
point of tear hing Sanskrit in a foreign uni-
versity and is now selling shoe laces on the
Bowery, that story is a tragedy.

There are three lines of eccupation into
one of which these men almost invariably
drift; they become restaurant waiters, cab
drivers or street fakirs. No one of theso
"professions" requires any previous train-
ing, in no one of them are there any pre-
scribed conditions of entrance, in no one
of them is a limited knowledge of English
a serious hindrance, while in all of them
familiarity with some foreign language is
a distinct advantage. Although they do
this work In the busiest city thoroughfares,
they nearly all live in the East Side. In-

asmuch as they are nearly all unmarried,
their habitats are cheap furnished rooms in
tenements. In the past live years, there-
fore, I have known in this region many of
these persons.

Among them are Germans, French.
Italians, Belgians, Swiss, Alsatians and
Austrians. There are common waiters
whe can speak six languages. There are
cab drivers whom I sometimes pass beside
the Grand Central discussing Kant and
Hegd. I know one man who sells the 10

o'clock edition of the penny papers in the
theater district who is a graduate In music
from Oxford and who could once play
Bach's fugues by the hour. I meet the ohl
man now anrl then hobbling about the fash-
ionable thoroughfares and playing a broken
violin for small change thrown to him who
was once a famous tenor in an opera
house of a great European capital. I know
a porter in a Third-avenu- e hotel who walks
lame because he has a bullet in his foot
received in the Franco-Prussia- n war ami
who for twenty years has been wanted by
two nations to be executed as a spy. A
laborer who was killed one day by falling
timber in the underground tunnel was
found to be a genuine French count and
son of a high military official. One day a
chauffer, who had been rendered uncon-
scious in an automobile accielent, was car-
ried to a clinic, where, in the jargon that
he talked in his delirium, one of the doc-
tors recognized the language of the thieves
ejuarter of Paris. Two years ago a waiter
in a little restaurant took smallpox. Some
of us had him sent to North Brothers
island, but the day after he elied a German
official, who was notified, cablcel instruc-
tions for his burial. He was distantly re-

lated to Emperor William.
THEY WISH TO HIDE.

All of these fellows naturally lie about
their antecedents and are identified, if at
all, only by accident or by the efforts of
detectives searching for them. Mysteri-
ously they turn up in the city some line
day and as soon as they begin work sedu-
lously endeavor to forget thdr past. It
Is only the smallest percentage that are
ever identified at all, and most of them
die as they have llveel human enigmas.
Having, as many of them do, however,
a grim and terrible sense of humor, they
must often have their own fun in the
presence of the persons whom they serve.
For example, imagine an erstwhile eer-ma- n

university professor selling leael pen-
cils to a country schoolmarm visiting the
city; an exiled Russian nobleman driving a
young Harlem sport about town in a cab,
or a former grand opera star waiting on a

clerk at a restaurant
after the play. And yet those very things
have happened te my knowledge.

One day pne of these men a cab driver-to-ld
me that he haei just elriven frem one

of the steamship piers to the Waldorf-Astori- a

the woman from whom he had
been elivorced twelve years ago in Sicily.
One night a waiter at the Hotel Manhattan
asked to be transferred from one table to
another, the reason being that he feared
he would be recognized b the French
ambassador, who, on a visit here from
Washington, was stopping at the hotel and
had happened to sit down to elinner at that
table. One night a man selling librettos at
the Metropolitan ran to the rescue of one
of the soloists alighting from, a badly
driven carnage at the stage entrance. She
was so struck by the pure German that he
used in speaking to the horses that she
handed him a dollar. When he turned to
face her, In the light of the street lamp,
they, recognized eiach other as old class-- ,
mate's in a conservatory in Berlin.

Genius has long been recognized as a
good servant, but a bad master. There
are many men in the East Side districts
whose genius for somo reason has thus
been perverted. For instance, the shrewder
class of thieves are practically all mechan-
ics and expert locksmiths; half the sign
painters on the Bowery are broken-elow- n

artists of no small ability, while I know at
least one fakir in a dime museum who was
an actor once with Booth.

There are three words which serve ns
labels to a threefold classification of these
persons; they stand partly for cause and
partly for effect and are the old,-ol- d trio
wine, women and song. For example: Of

'the llrst class I know one poor wretch who
was oncu a city editor. He has passed
through every stage of degradation and is
now a confirmed habitue of a saloon far
elown the Bowery. He has carried one
spark of his genius with him, however
that is. ho can write the English language
as, perhaps, no other man in New York
when he wants to, and that Is about once a
month. He writes a little now and then,
but only to make money; he makes money
now and then, but only to buy liquor. A
dozen editors know him, he can sell any-
thing he writes, and he ean write a line
enough story on two sheets of brown paper
with a broken lead pencil to earn money
enough for a long elebauch. His manu-
scripts have been publisher! In every lead-
ing magazine in this country, and any one
who has rcael them would recegnize at
once his nom-dc-plum- e. "Genius per-
verted ?" "Yes." "Happy in it, though,"
you say? Then you have not seen what I
have seen the fierceness of the furnace of
his groat remorse.

One winter evening I dropped Into a little
cafe on cne of the avenues on Lenox Hill,
where a little weazened old Italian keeps a
restaurant much frequented by the profes-
sional men of that region. 1 found mine
host, Lagctti (?), bothered, nervous, rat-
tled and exhausted, fussing over spoons
and napkins, scoleling waiters, snubbing
patrons and at times in blank absorption
sitting down to chafe and bite his nails. I
was the mere surprised at this because I
remembered him as stlf-eontai- ne el and
stolid, and had seen him sit for hours be-
hind his little cash desk reading, reading,
always reading, pausing only long enough
to make change now and then for passing
customers. Rather in my own case to
make more exceptional exceptions, since
we had sat for hours at times and talked
over subjects that are deepest in philos-
ophy. But I had not seen him for two
years ami never at this season; so 1 asked
one of the waiters what was wrong. "Oh,
he's tins way every New Year's e ve," he
answered. "But it only lasts to-nig- ht.

He'll be himself again
STORY OF A LIFE.

On the ground of this long separation
and upon the basis of our former Intimacy,
I spoke to him, and he grew strangely con-
fidential. The story was that this eve was
the annivcrsay of the death, forty years
ago, of his child, a little girl of twelve
years. There had been a story even more
sael behinel this one In the action of his
wife, a fair Italian beauty, who had de-

serted him. a struggling barrister in Flor-
ence, and run off to marry a French bank-
er. This was when the child was five years
old and still too young to understand. He
had live el on with her, the idol of his
broken heart, until she died. Then he left
Italy and. coming to New York, took up
this line of Industry, in which by hard
work he tried to make himself forget, and
by close study hadattenipteel to enjoy his
life once more.

At length he led me upstairs to a lonely
little room, his only home, and pointed
out a little mantelpiece containing its one
piece of eleeoralioa, the chili's picture.
After looking at this for a while In silence
he crosi-e- d over to a case of elrawers, took
out from one of thorn a locket, which con-
tained the picture of a bad. bewitching,
beautiful Italian face. and. holding it at
arm's length, he breke forth in such a
storm cf sael and wild invective as I hope
never to hear again.

Tho group well labeled by the last word
of that tri) comprises many persons who
may best be said to suffer frem the per-
version of that sträng thing knoven as
the "artistic temperament." At its worst
this temperament a disregard for onler
and a shrinking from responsibility. At Its
b.?t it is a rich contentment with the facts
of life, a wholesome cheerfulness amid de-
feat and a strict loyalty to fe llow-su- ff er- -
rs. I know three such men living in

such fashion on upper Avenue A. Thev
1 have unc lono furnished room, and there

0

they cook and eat and sleep and work and
play. All three are men in middle life, no
one of them has any other horn, and there
they live in loyal sympathy. Each Is an
artist of ability and ail should long ago
have been prosperous, influential, rich and
useful, but the fate of each has been
against him. Thry are often sick, are
sometimes cold and generally hifngry, yet
are always happy with the strong assur-
ance that "the soul is its own place." Yes-
terday I met one of them starting down-
town to try to sell some pretty piece of
work. In his effort to appear presentable
before hi:; patron he had on a combination
suit of clothes made up of all the articles
of decent dress they own among them.

There is a common theory that people in
these so-call- ed "slums" do not suffer in
proportion to the cause for such suffering
as much as those in certain other walks of
life; but this is equally a fallacy. It is
Just here that real suffering does exist; it
Is, also, here that mo!t real bravery is
found. I remember once visiting a woman
whose boy had died that day in Bellevuc
Hospital. She had been refused admission
to see him the day before, and now to-d- ay

sat waiting for his body to be sent home.
I shall not soon forget the tremor of her
strong, deep voice as. in her effort not to
seem weak in replying to mv question:
"Did she see him die?" she "said, "No,
that's what's breakln' me heart."

I remember another mother, who went
out each day to do housework, leaving
her little girl of twelve to watch all day
a little brother tot of five. While Maggie's
interests were centered elsewhere that day
he escaped and went to play wltn other
children by the East river. An nour later
the report came straggling back that he
was drowned, and I went off to tell the
mother; to tell her, also, that the body
certainly would not be found. She did not
grow hysterical, but clutched herself with
one or two convulsive sobs and said:
"Don't let them blame poor Maggie; she
ain't only but a child herself."

LIFE IS STRENUOUS.
Besides such things, the pressure . of long

hours and the confinement in hard forms
of labor make the llfe,of the people in this
district strenuous to a degree. One day I
went to read the service at a funeral for
which the hour appointed was 6:30 in the
evening. It was set for this late hour in
order that the daughter might be present
who could not be home from her work
sooner and who could not have a holiday
on pain of losing her position. At the ap-

pointed time she came to attend the serv-
ice, broken-hearte- d, straight from her day's
work, that work bering, as I learned after-
ward, that of a comedy actress in a Bow-
ery theater.

One other day I went to visit a sick
Child. I found in the "flat" a father, a
mother and three children, the oldest be-
ing only seven years of age. The mother
was an invalid and for two years had lain
in bed. They lived in a cheap pair of
rooms in the back attic of a five-stor- y

tenement. The room was poorly furnished
and the children evidently still more poorly
fed. The housekeeping was being dene by
the oldest child and by the father between
turns of work which he did here at home.
This work kept hi.n engaged through
twelve hours out of every day and was of
such a nature as to be at least incongruous
with the surroundings. It was nothing
other than the grinding out of certain lit-
erary products, to the encouragement of
whose muse this environment was certainly
not conducive; for by occupation he was a
professional joke writer for a well-know- n

comic paper. .

And so it goes. It is in these quarters
where, just because of the possibility of
isolation, the harel pressure of necessity
and the fierce struggle for existence, hu-
man nature is most natural, necessity is
most severe and struggle is the most
strenuous. To those who live among the
ehvcllcrs in the tenements the most no-
ticeable thing Is, not that they are so bad,
but. rather, that they are so good; the
surprising thing is, not that in their lives
there is so little, but, on the contrary, so
much; while the amusing thing is that the
lines of demarkation that are popularly
drawn between the rich and the potor, the
good and the bad. the happy and the un-
happy, are so ludicrously artificial that to
those who happen to know Intimately both
classes at the same time "it is to laugh." .

ciiii.imr:x's hock 3ius1:ims.

Mean of Instilling; n Knowledge of
Elementary Geology,

New York livening Tost.
The late Mrs. Erminie Smith, the dis-

tinguished geologist, suggested for kin-
dergarten use the formation of little rockmuseums in which should be put specimens
of the leading kinds of stones and minerals.
Her suggestion has been acted upon by ed-
ucators in various parts of the country,
but more especially in the Western anel
Pacific States, where mining is much more
prominent than in the Eastern and central
sections of the country. The collections are
made of the commoner rocks which obtain
in a neighbohood.

A typical New York collection owned by
a teacher up town has in it pieces of trap
from the Palisades, of dolomite or West-
chester marble, of gneiss from the vicin-
ity of Central Park, of mica schist from
Harlem, of soapstone from Staten island, ofgreenstone from Hoboken, of bog iron ore
from Richmond, peat from Prospect Park,
and puddling stone from the riverside ofupper New York. In addition there are sam-
ples of the more familiar tvpes of build-
ing material, such as Croton brick. Milwau-
kee brick. Connecticut sandstone.Ohio lime-
stone, Quincy and Aberdeen granite, Car-rara marble. Vermont marble. Ohio anel
New Jersey limestone. New Jersey olivine,
Vermont slate, Pennsylvania slate and en-
caustic tile, Belgian brick, enameled brickand speckled brick. Children enjoy these
collections and learn the names in a very
short time without apparent effort. Nearly
all start making their own collections a
brief time after they have mastered thenew :worr',8 and facts.

The finest collections are those whichcome from Denver. They contain samples
of galena, fool's gold, peacock copper, sil-
ver and gold ore. plumbago, rose quartz,
red zinc ore, malachite, azurite and ruby
iron. The prettiest rocks in New York arethose found in the Franklin mines andquarries of New Jersey. These are redwhite, yellow, orange, gray, brown andblack, and contain ores of zinc, Iron, chrom-ium and manganese.

The Smallpox fierm.
C. F. Scott, In Ainslee's Magazine.

One reason why the smallpox germ I sohard to conquer Is that he can assume somany Ufferent forms. He can transformhimself from Dr. Jrkyll into Mr. Hyde, andinto two other distinct personages at will.One can never tell which metamorphosis
he may assume. As Mr. Hyde, he is knownto the meelical profession as Haemorrhagiea murderous, deadly fellow that covers hisantagonist with wemnds that bleed so co-
piously, the afflicted one rarely survivesmore than a few hours, or at most, a fewdays. In one of his other characters hebears the name of Conlluent. as which heraises poisonous welts on the skin of thevictim very thickly, and they have a ten-
dency to coalesce. In this character he in-lli- cts

wounds more painful, but les fatalThe Discrete type manifests himself hi
fewer papules and is less vigorous in hi3 as-
saults. The Varioloid is the gentlemanlyDr. Jckyll, held in check by vaccination-an- d

although there is no mistaking his iden-tity he is milel-manner- ed and well-dipo- ed

to the sufferer. A victim may be exposedto the Haemorrhagie type and yet the dis-ease which develops in his own system may
be any of the other varieties, and similarlythrough all the combinations. In whichform the disease will make its apeparance
can never be predicted with certainty.

I

COMPULSORY.
Clarence How did Charlie come to say

he loved you?
lessie Father asked hlra If he did.

THE MARVELOUS PATTI

HGR VOICC, HEIt GOWXS AM) HER
va n i o t s r it e ve rt e c i : s .

Soraenhcre She Has Found the Elixir
of Youth, nn el It Enables Her to

Ignore the Pnage of Years.

London Mail.
Aielina Patti Is now In London and

makes one of her rare appearances to-da- y.

The hand of Time appears not to touch
her, fearful, as it were, of destroying such
marvelous work of Nature's conceiving.
One sees In fancy the goddess of beauty
and the goddess of song guarding her as a
special treasure to delight the world. For
her like will not soon pass this way again!

Patti never had a childhood; she was a
prima donna when she wa3 so small that
it was necessary to put her on the table
that she might be seen, and at eight she
was singing with fire and passion the role
of Norma, revealing its tragedy of love be-

trayed, of jealousy of ma-

ternal sacrifice complete. Thus, now she
has no old age. The tall, dark Swede who
is her husband is a perfect specimen of
physical development and athletic man-
hood; but, although he is young enough to
be her son, Patti looks young beside him.

At Craig-y-No- s he goes every day for
long walks, striding like the athlete he Is,
anel Patti accompanies him, tripping along
with the little steps of a child and running
into the house at the end, rosy and panting
like a girl. If you are fortunate enough
ever to be a guest at that great castle In
the Welsh mountains, you will hear her
early in the morning singing lightly, un-
consciously almost, as she runs up and
down stairs into this room and that, fresh,
bright and youthful, her eyes sparkling,
her cheeks aglow.

HER VOICE AND BEAUTY.
At the Albert Hall old men and women

will sit with their grandchildren and tell
about Paul's appearance and Tatti's tri-

umphs in the days of their youth, and then
Patti will come out, unchanged in looks, to
receive the same applause, to sing the
same songs with the same manner and in
the same voice so the people in the audi-
ence will say, even if the critics do find a
few flaws. Whoever will come after her
will be small in comparison, small in the
estimation of the audience, which adores
only Patti when she Is at hand and keeps
on adoring her year alter year, elecade
after decade, with a faithful enthusiasm
the world has seldom seen equaled.

In attempting to describe her voice in this
year of grace li)2, one saj's at onte that
the ordinary epithets sound e:ommonplace
when applied to it, that its sweetness, its
power, its flexibility, its sensitive, sensu-
ous sympathy are still superb, still in per-
fect order, hardly betraying the least effect
of time. But one reads the same thing in
the journals of twenty years ago, written
often by hands that have long since been
dust. Is it wildly impossible to imagine
that the journals of twenty years hence
will have the same thing to say?

As far as her beauty is concerned, Patti
uses few of the arts which ordinary beau-
ties bring to their aid to prolong the spell
of their physical attractions. A great deal
has been written about her baths of milk
and the secret concoctions in cosmetics
she employs, but most of it is pure inven-
tion. She does not even worry about her
wardrobe as the majority of women find
themselves compelled to do. dellbt rating
anxiously over different colors, studying
various style r. seeking the material which
will best set off their charms.

HER GOWNS AND FADS.
Tattl always has a new gown for every

concert; but the never knows what It is
to be until she sees It in the dressing room
an hour or two before. Her dressmaker
has carte blanche and her milliner also,
and neither of them has ever made her a
thing she could not wear.

She eats what she likes, she lives as she
likes, she takes exercise as she chooses,
having old-fashion- notions that it Is un-

womanly to ride a bicycle and dangerous to
intrust one's life to a motor car. She has
no physician in close attendance to watch
every sign of illness ami arrest it, and,
most marvelous of all, in these elays of
neurotic femininism she has no nerves!
Among her fads is one for watches, and
every night before retiring she winds up
eight or ten of them anel places them in
different parts of the bedroom. One can
imagine, or, rather, one cannot imagine,
the effect of this upon some of the highly-strun- g

creatures of the twentieth century
who succumb every year to "nerves."

it is well known that Patti never had
a teacher in the cemnion acceptance of the
term, and that she never seriously studied.
Ak her who her teacher was: "Le bon
Lieu," she replies, smiling. So now she
makes no eltort to preserve her voice. A
few scales perhaps for half an hour the
day before a concert constitutes the labor
of her practicing. Her mother. Mine. Ba-ril- i,

herself a singer of importance, was
taking the part of Norma in Spain on th
night of Feb. 13. 1S12, when she complained
somewhat of feeling ill, but finished the
opera, nevertheless, and reached her hotel
at midnight. An hour later Adeiina was
born, ami It Is said she never cried because
each note was so full of melody.

. HER FIRST CONTRACT.
When she was merely a child she sang

"Travlata" without a single rehearsal.
When she first appeared at Covcnt Gar-
den she was unknown and she sang fe.r
nothing, but after her second song the
then manager, Mr. Gye, rushed behind the
scenes and made her an instantaneous offer
of a contract for three years at 4 a year
and a season of ten performances. It is a
story of genius, and what one enjoys to-
day in her voice and in her charms is a3
illusive in analysis as genius and as far
removed from the common decay of com-
mon things as genius is removed from
mediocrity.

Patti is likely to make her home In Wales
for some time to come, as she finds it elifh-cu- lt

to dispose of her costly castle, far re-
moved frcm London anrl Inaccessible. Last
summer she was in Sweden, where her hus-
band took a lovely villa for her just out-
side of Stockholm, but. this summer she
will remain in Wales. The last winter she
has stxnt in Italy, her mother's native
land, where she has many friends.

Few people know how charitable Patti is
or how versatile in her accomplishments.
She has no near relative alive, but a scoie
of distant connections live on her bounty.
Perhaps few people in the world get more
begging letters than she does. One morn-
ing at Craig-y-No- s she tossed a letter over
to a friend who was visiting her as an ex-
ample of hundreds of others. It read:
"Dear Madam You probably will not re-
member me, but 1 spread the red carpet
for you at your last charity concert in
Swansea, and now my wife has a new-bab-

and we shall be grateful for any con-
tributions "

Patti knows every detail of her house-
hold manag-ement-

, but her chief diversion
is painting in water colors in the quaint
style taught in her girlhood of compact
little bouquets, with each petal picked out
dfilicately and precisely, so that a botanist
could analyze every flower.

A Germ Proof Household.
Philadelphia. Telegraph.

Out on the main line of the Pennsylvania
Railroad the temper of the lord and master
of a handsome residence there has been
sorely tried on more than one occasion by
his young wife's devotion to the microbe
theory. The lady is a graduate of one of
the prominent women's colleges, and imme-
diately upon being installed in her new
suburban home she proceeded to put into
use her pet ideas against the introduction
of disease by germs and microbes gained
from her exhaustive research on the sub-
ject while a student. The husband . is agret milk drinker and prefers the lacteal
fluid freih from the cow. The flat had gone
forth to the household, however, that all
fluids should be boiled, and he good
naturedly gave in to the ruling and strug-
gled valiantly to drink milk that had lost
its taste by the boiling process. To this
and other Inconvenience occasioned by the
anti-micro- be regime he gracefully put up
with, for he knew "wee wifey's" intentionswere all right, and he hadn't the nerve to
rebel. But even in a new suburban home
affairs cannot go smoothly all the time, aswas forcibly demonstrated the other even-
ing when the domicile had its first chapter-I- n

ruffled domesticity. The husband an
h.s brother had invited their old chums l- -

dinner, and the feast of reason and flow
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of soul was progressing nicely until there
was an abrupt lowering of plasses to the
table after the first toast. Then the hus-
band asked sharply:

"My dear, what in the world have you
done to the champagne?"

"Why, boiled it, of course," she replied.

THE GULF STREAM MYTH.

Xevr I.lRlit hr to Origin and Conre of
This Ocenn Current.

New York Sun.
About thirteen years ago a writer In the

Sun summarized the evidence collected by
the leading oceanographers of the day with
regard to the course of the gulf stream in
the Atlantic and the alleged effect of this
current upon the climate of western Eu-

rope. The quotations in that article from
such scientific leaders a3 Carpenter, Bu-

chanan, Alexander Agassiz, Findlay,
Thoulet and others clearly showed that all
the evidence collected from the time of the
Challenger soundings pointed unmistakably
tc the disappearance of the gulf stream as
a distinct, traceable current a little to the
southeast of Newfoundland. Oceanogra-
phers had proved, in fact, that the gulf
stream ceases to exist before reaching the
mid-Atlanti- c, and, having settled this ques-

tion beyond all dispute, they naturally be-g- nn

to combat the Idea, promulgated by the
gifted scientific writer. Lieutenant Maury.
a half-centu- ry ago. that it was the gulf
stream which, crossing the Atlantic,
warmed the western coast of Europe and
kept the harbor of Hammerfest, within the
Arctic circle, free from ice.

Some text-book- s, still used in our schools,
as.s.rt that northwest Ilurope would be a.
howling arctic was-t- If it were not for the
genial influences brought to its shores by
the warm gulf stream. This fact illus-
trates the persistency of error when once
universally accepted as truth and power-
fully impressed upon the popular imagina-
tion. The "proceedings" of the Royal Geo-
graphical Society predicted, ten or twelve
years ago, that "it will probably take a
generation or two to eradicate the old er-

roneous notions of text-boo- ks and popular
treaties concerning the gulf stream." The
present prospects, happily, are that It will
not take more than a generation alter the
scientific revolt against Maury's baseless
theory began to enlighten the text-boo- k

writers and disillusionize tho school teach-
ers.

In none of the best reference books, at-
lases and maps of to-da- y is the gulf stream
represented as extending to the European
coast. The truth discovered by the ocean-
ographers that the rtream disappears in
midocean is being spread abroad with pow-
erful iteration and emphasis. The actual
causes of the mild climate of western
Europe, discovered through the accumu-
lation of proven facts in the domain of
meteorology, are having wider and wider
circulation through popular as weil as
scientific publications. A few months ago,
the Monthly Weather lie-vie- published by
our go eminent and edited by Prof. Cleve-
land Abb', onf of the leading meteorolo-
gists, contained an able article exposing the
fallacies of the old gulf stream theory and
giving the conclusions of modern scleneo
as to thA causes of the mild climate of
western Europe. The recent puOhi ationa
of the Deutsche Seewarte of Hamburg, de-
voted to hydrography and murin climatol-
ogy, and those of the British Hydrographie
Ofhc have left the gulf stream myth noth
ing to stand on.

The latest and one of the moft valuable
contributions to this subject an urthic
In the current number of Scribner's Maga-
zine on "The Gulf Stream Myth and the
Anti-Cyclon- e'' by Harvey M. Watts, e.f
Philad lphla an article that is not only
scientific, but alco written in a manner (o
interest and edify unscientlflc rertders. Mr.
Watts Is one of the increasing number of
writers who are showing that a scientific
topic may be adequately treated without
being garbed In an unattractive literary
dress. The article gives the history cf
the origin and promulgation of the belief
that the gulf stream Is the sole cause of
the mild ocennlc climate of western Europe.
The writer shows how completely this the-
ory failed to grasp tho profound influence
of the drift cf the atmosphere in deter-
mining the nature of weather and climate.
It U not a sea-curren- t, but the prevailing
air current blowing from the Atlantic to the
lands of Europe that gives a genial char-
acter to the climate of those far northern
regions.

It would be to the advantatr of most
teachers of geography to read anil study fo
clear an exposition as this article gives of
our present knowledge of the law of at-
mospheric circulation and the effect of
these air currents in different parts of the
world.

The gist of the whole matter, a far as it
relates to the climate of west Europe, la
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that "since the atmospheric drift In th
temperate zones is from west to ast.tJTTl'
means that all coasts and countries that
lie eaet of oceans have transferred to them
oceanic ameliorations, while the eastern
parts of continents naturally receive the
atmospheric drift as affected by the lanl
masses over which It lias traveled."

This is the reason why England has a
mild climate and fifty little ports of Nor-
way are open all winter; the Influence of
the mid-Atlant- ic basin is carried by the air
to the west coast regions of Europe, Kivinjr.
them their oceanic climate; while Labra-
dor, no further north, receiving the air
currents of arctic and subarctlo America
and not of the ocean. Is frigid. When It
had been fully demonstrated that the gulf
stream theory was a delusion it would not
have been possible to show to clearly as
Mr. Watts has done in his able article th
meteorological causes that determine th
difference between the climates of England
and Labrador. The modern belief is
summed up in a few paragraphs which Mr.
Watts quotes from Professor Abbe, a part
of which are given here:

"The circulation of air In the northeast-
ern part of the Atlantic ocean determines
the mild character of western Europe by
distributing the moisture and warmth of
the Atlantic ocean surface as a whele ani
not that of the gajlf stream, since thcro is
no apparent gulf stream In these latitude.

"The warmth of the southwest winds of
Europe is due to the moisture they contain,
which gives up its latent heat when it be-
comes cloud and rain. The winds take
up this moisture from the surface of the
ocean when the latter is warmed up by
the funshine and they would do the eani
if t're were no gulf stream in the straits
of Florida."

THE TATHICIAN SO$C

Influences "Which Rentier It a Pivd
uct of Culture.

Blackwood's Magazine.
The mo'ding influences which render th

patrician nose to some extent a product of
culture tf cm mainly traceable to a elos-t- ,

association which exists between certain
muscles attached to the more flexible part's
of the nose and thoio in the immediateneighborhood. Nowhere is the lasting mark
of dominant mental habits more plainly
seen than in the muscles about th rnouth.They are continually in action when we
exercise the will either in self-contr- ol or
in attempts to control other men or thine
and every time they come into plav thygive a chastening tug at our noses. Finally,
It may be said that, tor the maintenance
of a patrician nose at its bot. a well bal-
anced mind is almost n.n necessary as care-
fulness in outward behavior. Its cnattiry
of tint and outline i endangered, not o:,v
by high living and low thinking, but ah--)

by the habitual and unrestrained In iul-gen- ce

of emotions generally deemed Inno-
cent, and even laudabie. These, through
thrlr strange ( ondary lr.!'u-nr- upon th
nerves which regulate th circulation and
nutrition of the in of the- - face, are quii
capable ef inducing a certain (oar.-- r.e. s f
expression curiously akin to that Induced
by indulgence in vicious pleasures. Herein
perhaps, may be found sorno sort cf cruds
and general recipe for an arisirocr.if ic
nose, which is offered. In all too 1 faith --
but with no abopjt warranty ta ev. ry
one with good powers of m r.tal assimila-
tion.

There can be no doubt that the ordinary
plebeian nose, with Its somewhat low
bridge, coiic.tvc proUie arij wide nostril.--.
Is. above all others, the nose whhh isproper to mankind. All rdhr types m --

velojed from it. Even now th who! hu-
man spO-- i .. of whatever race, po.-t-e- .-' s it
in early infancy.

Two ItojftI t'lMlolllk.
Philadelphia Tim. s.

There is a strong physical and in srr.e
rcspe ts a strong mental t --

twon the Printe i f WaP-- s and the Em-per- er

of Itusia. Neither is a rohut ;..,!
men of manhood; both have the ;ui-t- . s.ra-p!- e,

rf'SponsIbSMty-hatin- g ehiracttrs wlu.i
long for the rnot jrlwt. of rrlvate M.i- -

i
tions. It Is ? aid oa or. '. --.t authorities.

:iat eacii at one time !n his life rc Mied: J
ercely as his ml! I naturv ptirritul
?aint the lot to which he was ', . i

1.5 ut the i rtssJTe of family and tra..iti
and "reasons of st itc" was t p .si'ti.!.
Various explanations ar :Hen of ih--

two revolts, but the few who knew th
truth, like the few who know the truth
about the death the crow ri prince r

Austria, have never told It s that it coj.:j
be n cognized as authentic.

Wa there "anothtr woman?" Perhaps
probably w hat cou'.d be moie T. ttui ii?
Whatever the ea-.i-- e of their discontent
with thtir lot. they have had no deep, t
disappointment than i t. is to muir.ii: :k V

human beings without their con. iat! ?u. It j
is well to remember this fact t the prc.u t
time, when, in tliinklntr a tne woes of rov. f

altv, thous.au ds are forgettir.it the mu::
tu le of tiny fortunes that were eaibrV.
upon this coronation er.ttrpri-- ? and thit gt
shipwreck with iu
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